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An apology, a few words, and at long last, 
the missing pages 


My sincere apologies to everyone, but especially Doug Hosto, for missing two pages of “Notes 
from the Vadose Zone.” These pages have been reprinted on the pages following this note. I am 
making them single-sided copies, so those who wish to do so may unstaple Issue 73 and insert 
the missing pages. Once again, I am very sorry this happened and I will try to do better with all 
subsequent issues. 


Overall, I’d say that APA-Tcch looks healthy. There seems to be continued interest in keeping it 
going, and contributions have been coming in. Since new blood will help, I am still trying to re- 
Cruit new members (which explains the discrepancy between the roster and the copy count). If 
anyone knows of people who would like to join our merry ranks, please have them write or tele- 
phone me, or better yet, just have them write their first contribution and a small check (for their 
postal account (not a bribe)) and —poof!—they’re members. 
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U.S. troop escort accompanied firefig 


hters on field inspections due to Iraqi military ord- 


NL 


nance and wreckage scattered throughout the field areas. 


wells have been and will be set on fire to 
prevent accumultation of large pools of 
oil on the ground. . 

Accompanying photos also show 
explosive placment on the wells and a 
variety of wells on fire. 

Esumates vary from one million bpd 
and upward as to the amount of oil lost 
daily to the blowouts. The one million 
number appears far too low if, indeed, 
900+ wells are burning. With the high 
capacity of Kuwaiti wells, a six million 
bpd guess appears far more reasonable, 
which equates to about a 12,000-bpd 
average loss per well. Of course, not all 
wells are producing the 60,000 bpd rate. 
Television pictures have already indicat- 
ed that a number of wells are producing 
water from the prevalence of steam in 
the smoke effluent. 


BLOWOUT CONTROL 

Four blowout control companies 
three U.S. and one Canadian—have 
been contracted to bring blowouts under 
control: Red Adair Co., Boots & Coots, 
Inc.. and Wid Well Control, Inc., all 
from the Houston area, and Safety Boss, 
Ltd. of Calgary. 

Saud Al-Nashmi, former drilling man- 
ager of Kuwait Oi! Co., is now director- 
oil well firefighung, in charge of overall 
operatons on behalf of the Kuwaiti gov- 
ernment. O’Bnen-Goins-Simpson & Asso- 
ciates of Midiand and Houston through 
its subsidiary OGE Dnilling-Kuwait, Inc., 
has been furnishing drilling supervisors to 
M™ KOC since 1981 through its Houston 
_ office. It presently has five drilling super- 
intendents and blowout control coordi- 
nator Larry Flak (also chief engineer of 
parent OGS) on the scene. The coordi- 
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nator’s initial task involves surveying dam- 
age, organizing accommodations for per- 
sonnel from blowout control companies, 


~ accumulating any available well records 


and planning operauons. 

If relief wells must be drilled, that 
effort will be coordinated by Adel 
Sheshtawy of Petroleum Technology 
Corp. of Norman, Oklahoma. Santa Fe 
Drilling Co., owned by Kuwait, will ini- 
tially supply two drilling rigs, subse- 


High noon in Kuwait. With over 500 wells on 
fire like this in Kuwaiti oil fields, blowout control 
companies have their work cut out for them. 
It’s been estimated from 12 to 18 months may 
be required to bring all wells under control. 


quently to increase to a total of eight. 

Other support for blowout control 
operations will be provided by a number 
of U.S. engineer-construction, and oil 
field equipment manufacturing, service 
and supply organizations. 


PROBLEMS 

The control effort has started slowly 
for several reasons, but the destrucuon of 
the infrastructure of the country and 
KOC facilities have been major difficul- 
ties. Problems with electrical power, 
dependable firefighting water supphes, 
living quarters for expat workers (up 
until late March, baths had to be impro- 
vised with Swipes), equipment storage 
and marshalling facilities, communica- 
tions, and transportation must be solved 
before major increases In manpower and 
equipment can be accommodated. 

Also, there have been delays in moving 
equipment into Kuwait from outside the 
country. As mentioned earher Saudi Ara- 
bian customs at the Saudi-uwaiti border 
have caused unforeseen delays in moving 
equipment across the border between the 
two countries. In addition, there have 
simply been the normal problems of col- 
lecting and shipping massive amounts of 


How wells were rigged to blow—although 
this one didn’t. Red bag of plastic explosive 
was set on sandbag next to Bradenhead and 
other sand bags were piled on top. The pro- 
cedure clearly worked well when it worked. 
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Number 63 


Oops. Forgot about the August 1st deadline. Hope this arrives 
in time. 


Local Stuff 


I have been feeling rather melancholy lately. On June 15, a 
couple of friends finally got married. The reason I am feeling 
sad is that they were able to marry because the bride got a job, 
and it is in Seattle, Washington. Microsoft paid for Anna and Dar 
to go to Seattle and interview, then hired her. Microsoft then 
offered to pay for their lodging and mileage on the drive out, so 
they got married just before leaving, and used the trip as their 
honeymoon. I’m happy for then, since they couldn’t even get 
married until one of them found a decent job, but I’m also sorry 
to see them go. 

The "wedding" was an aggressively informal affair, and mostly 
just a party, since the person who performed the service has no 
official capacity, but is a friend and roommate of the newlyweds. 
Dar and Anna had the actual knot tying done at the local Justice 
of the Peace, two days earlier. The bride and groom are both 
rabid Elfquest fans, so they and their two roommates and the 
flower girls all dressed in costumes inspired by the series. I 
wore white... a white karate gi. 

The wedding was in Adena Park, a small park north of 
Lexington, KY which is owned by the University of Kentucky. It is 
centered around an Indian mound, and is quite lovely. 

Anna was the referee of the Elfquest game I have been 
involved in lately, and she has asked one of the other players to 
take over the campaign. On the night after the wedding, however, 
she ran the game one last time for us. My character in the game 
is Ash, a human foundling reared by a Wolfrider offshoot tribe. 
Though Ash is physically human, the only family and friends he 
has ever known are Wolfriders. He considered himself an elf, even 
though he has none of the abilities, and he wanted to be an elf 
more than anything else. I thought this would be an interesting 
character to play. 

Previously, we had discovered Doreel, a first-generation son 
of the High Ones, a fellow who had been orphaned at an early age 
when his parents were killed by humans. He had lived alone for 
thousands of years, and we found him while looking for new 
hunting grounds. When we encountered him, he zapped Ash, my 
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human, and then tried to flee in confusion when the Wolfriders 
Sent to him. He was quite mad, and was supposed to either escape 
or die trying. We managed to wound him enough to stop him without 
killing him, and three (or is it four?) of the party members were 
healers, so we put him back into shape physically and mentally 
and added him to the tribe. 

As is turns out, he had several powerful abilities, including 
shaping. Flesh-shaping. Ash had an idea, and started quietly 
questioning Doreel about his abilities. Finally, he came out and 
asked Doreel if he could make Ash into an elf. The answer was 
yes, but with some cautions. For one thing, it would take a lot 
out of Doreel. For another it could be very dangerous to Ash. 

Ash acted very strangely for the next few days, talking to 
his Wolfrider friends about what it meant to be an elf, but not 
telling them what was on his mind. Finally, he went to Redbear, 
the chief, explained what he was intending, and asked permission 
to proceed. Redbear was pretty much overwhelmed by the idea of a 
human being transformed into an elf, but gave Ash his blessing. 
After all, Ash was best friend to both his children, besides 
being an asset to the tribe. This was where matters stood before 
we started playing that night. 

Anna, as a sort of parting gift to me, dedicated our last 
session to Ash’s transformation. Ash’s friends confronted hin, 
asking what was going on. When he told them, their reactions were 
varied, but all of them said they would help Ash if they could. 
Not only did they agree with Ash’s justifications, but they even 
came up with a few of their own. (Trollkiller observed that for 
the last couple of seasons, Ash had been smelling odd, like 
something dying. Trollkiller, by the way, is run by Dar.) They 
went as a group to Doreel, to get more details on what they could 
do. 


As it turned out, they could do quite a lot, since three of 
them were healers, and they could enlist the aid of at least one 
other healer. Another player character with powerful Sending 
agreed to manage the Locksend they would need to coordinate their 
efforts. And the entire tribe turned out to stand in a circle 
around the group performing the change, to offer moral and other 
support. 

There were a couple of close calls, but after a great deal of 
work and dice rolling Ash awoke transformed. He’s still not a 
Wolfrider, since Doreel had to use his own form as a pattern, but 
he is an elf now, and very happy. He even got a soul name right 
away. Because he is now, in a way, Doreel’s son, he had a shot at 
all the powers Doreel has. Naturally, the only one he got was 
healing! That makes at least six healers in our small tribe. 

Finding Doreel was not something set up as an excuse to 
"cure" Ash, but merely a fortunate outcome resulting from an 
example scenario in the game books. Actually, I am a little 
disappointed; I created Ash in the first place because I wanted 
to see what would happen to a human reared by elves, who wants to 
be an elf but can’t. Still, it was a fun session. Besides, Ash’s 
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Appearance went from 6 to 18. He’s not only very popular with the 
ladies now, but even with some of the males! (Including 
Trollkiller, who is blatantly bisexual.) 


* * * 


I have been teaching self defense to some friends (I did tell 
you that I am a certified martial arts instructor, right?) and it 
is both fun and interesting. It is also educational, since I 
learn from my teaching as much as they do. The other day I was 
showing them how to do takedowns, where you block an attack and 
guide your attacker to the floor, holding him there with a pin. 
The married couple was especially entertaining when it came their 
turn to work together. I wish I had a photo of Cync sitting on 
John’s back, his legs folded and pinned under her, her left hand 
grabbing the his collar and pulling his head back, her right hand 
poised to deliver a blow if he were foolish enough to resist, and 
her grinning like mad. 

Later, I was to attack Carl, and he was to block the attack 
and take me down. Feeling a bit playful, I pulled a kzinti (you 
scream and you leap). Carl, thinking about the takedown rather 
than paying attention, was caught completely by surprise. He 
jumped back with a startled yell, landing on his side about ten 
feet away. There was a moment of silence, then he, John and Cync 
all started laughing. Carl said "All I could see were fangs and 
Claws." Too much ki I guess. 


* * * 


My Gifted Saga game recently celebrated the first Gifted 
Halloween. The teenagers in the group insisted on going out 
Trick-or-Treating. There was a mermaid in a self-propelled giant 
aquarium, a pony-sized unicorn, a fox the same size as the 
unicorn, a hawk and a spider monkey. 


* * * 


I have recently added over 5000 words to my novel, leaving 
just 14,000 to go. Of course, they have to be the right words in 
the right order. The advance for a first novel is running between 
$2000 and $10,000, depending. I have enough stories planned, and 
can write fast enough, that I could support myself writing, if my 
stuff would just start selling. I’m getting 
close. An editor at Amazing rejected "One More Day" but by a 
personal letter, in which she said that she would like to see the 
same background and characters in another story, and listed what 
elements she wanted included. 


* * * 


A fannish publication, "Crusade," is now out. While it is an 


Page 3 Transporter Topics 


extension of Barr Wars/Bizarre Wars, and makes more sense if you 
already are familiar with that, the story can be followed as is. 
The book also as some very good artwork, and stories, both 
graphic and written. I have five short, interconnected pieces in 
it. Look for it at conventions. It can be mail ordered for $10 
from: 


Beth Productions 
474 Little Rock Street 
Ocoee, FL 34761-1816 


* * * 


Hmmm, something interesting here. Have you noticed how so 
many pieces of fiction have the characters either striving to 
recreate or mourning the loss of a previous golden age? I know, 
this is based on history (the fall of the Roman Empire and all 
that) but it is still quite pervasive. From Tolkein’s works to 
Elfquest to Gummi Bears, all have this factor. Jennifer 
Roberson’s Shapeshifters series is based on the fulfillment of a 
prophesy which promises the return of the Firstborn. 

This theme isn’t restricted to fantasy, either. Many SF 
stories are set in a post-collapse environment, often of a 
"galactic empire" sort. Even some of the shared Niven-Pornelle 
stories, like "The Mote in God’s Eye" are set in such a 
background. 


* * * 


Mailing Comments 


These are going to be a bit rushed. See above for why. 


Crumbcrunchers: My brother-in-law’s godfather (who lives at 
the end of Cline street, by the way) plays a 1920s organ at a 
church in a small town near here. He showed me around it once. * 

At the Last Possible Second...: I have been reading a lot, 
lately. Three of Jennifer Roberson’s Cheysuli Saga novels, the 
first three Spellsinger books, and lots more. I’m still not 
caught up. * Any good spelling checker lets you add words. The 
one I use even lets you edit the userdict. * 

Vadose Notes: I have been reading about the reconstruction 
efforts in Kuwait - including the oil well fires and slicks - in 
"Engineering News Record." The added information was welcome. * 

Untitled: (Well, actually, that is a title, but...) * anyway, 
welcome to our little group! * 


Sorry to be so short, but I am typing this on July 31! I will 


be at Rivercon this weekend (August 2-4) and at Worldcon the end 
of the month. Hope to see some of you there. 
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CRUMBCRUNCHERS, INC. 
P.O. Box 98 
Ripley, OH 45167 


July 1991 


Greetings to all. We've been somewhat behind the times lately; hence this rather last-minute 
contribution of crumbcrunchiness. 

Our first interesting disaster was the death of our computer mouse, which rendered us computerless for 
over a week. Turned out it actually wasn't dead, but a microswitch needed to be replaced. Apple would 
much rather you bought a new mouse than repair a broken one; we thought for awhile we'd have to buy a new 
mouse. Eventually located a company that sold mouse bits and were able to fix it. (An interesting holdup 
even here - we hadn't specificed US or Taiwanese bits, and it turned out our mouse was made in Taiwan.) 

Dave is working with a psychologist out of Pittsburgh on a guide to practice management software (Mac 
and IBM-PC). This guy, Ed Zuckerman, does not have a practice, but instead a publishing company called 
Three Wishes Press. He's published a really neat book called "The Clinician's Thesaurus” which lists all 
sorts of alternate definitions for medical and psychological terminology (to be used when writing up reports) 
and a thing called "The Paper Office" which is a sort of "Whole Earth Catalog" for mental health 
professionals. It deals with everything from what kinds of checks and business cards to buy to how to 
prevent potential malpractice suits. 

We're still recovering from the celebration of July 4.. The Ripley Lions Club always hold a “festival” 
fundraiser over the 4th and that's where we were on July 4, 5 and 6. Cooking and serving up sandwiches 
(hotdogs, bratwurst, metts, pork tenderloin, beef barbeque), french fries, chili, soft drinks. Decorating 
kids’ faces with face paint (that was my contribution). Lots of whining and crying (contributed by Marlene 
and Dora). 

Now things are MAYBE settling down (a little bit), at least until the end of August, when school starts 
and the Ohio Tobacco Festival is held (this will be another frantic three days). Sometime during that final 
week of August the preschool screening for kindergartners will be fit in, SOMEHOW. | do things for this like 
test kids on their knowledge of shapes and colors. It's interesting to observe the variations between 
children - the ones who have the most problems with identificaton are invariably the younger ones, though 
frequently there are also physical problems with the children too. 

MR is relieved that she "passed" to second grade though | imagine when she gets there we'll hear 
complaints about how she liked first grade better. She said the same about first grade vs. kindergarten - 
first grade was too hard plus there was no playtime. For quite awhile, she figured the only good thing about 
first grade was that there were three recesses instead of two - in kindergarten they used one of the 
recesses as their "sharing time.” 

She's been practicing her reading and writing (rather haphazardly) this summer, making little booklets 


that she illustrates, and organizing treaure hunts. She made one yesterday which led me all over the house, 


» 


with clues "look in a place that is cold", go to a place with a tabel", “look in the ofis” etc. The prize was two 
wintergreen mints. 

Dora 's rolling skills have progressed to crawling, and she crawls very rapidly all over the house, 
sometimes narrowly missing being stepped on. She also stops frequently during her explorations to pull 
herself upright on something (often somebody's legs) and "cruises" (walking sideways while hanging on to 
something - the prelude to actually walking). She seems very impatient to get on with things, in contrast to 
Marlene, who was more leisurely about acquiring these skills. 

One problem, however, is that she DOES NOT LIKE the organ. (She doesn't mind the piano at all, 
however.) She screams blue murder when | begin to practice, something that Marlene never did at the same 
age. I'm thinking that it's the sound she objects to more than the fact that I'm not paying attention to her 
while practicing. She doesn't mind the electronic organ in the fellowship hall of the church, which | play when 
church services are held there (mainly in the summer when the weather is HOT and in the winter when the 
weather is COLD). 


I'll try to work in a few mailing comments (if only | can find the last issue!) 

GABE AND AUDREY: We too enjoy taking our trips "off the beaten track" - actually it's the only thing 
you CAN do around here. A lot of these little county roads take you to places that you would swear hadn't 
been visited for 100 years (one-lane roads that meander deep in the woods, lined with stone walls that were 
built laboriously years ago - obviously around somebody's home, but there isn't even a trace of a house 
anymore.) They have neat names too - Pisgah Ridge, Free Soil Road (so called because a lot of free blacks 
lived there before the Civil War), Dead Woman's Hollow.... 

Re Borders, you're not allowed to take photos - company policy, apparently. Dave took my camera 
along to Columbus one day to take some photos of one of their displays, as he has an idea to market health 
care books in physicians’ offices and liked a particular set-up he saw there. They ushered him out the door. 
| don't know if this will affect his Borders addiction, however - they're still the most incredible bookstore I've 
found. One of the few that's willing to special order books for a person. (My folks wanted to give us a book 
as an anniversary present; | asked for Brian Aldiss’ Trillion Year Spree - no bookstore would order it for my 
mom. It's not like the book is published by a tiny publisher that it would be a nuisance for a bookstore to 
order from - the paperback is published by Avon Books - but she wasn't able to persuade anybody to order it 
for her. A friend eventually found it at a bookstore in Boston.) 

ROD : What attracts wild animals into basements?! I'd also like to know what prompted a mouse to get into 
our washing machine and die there, and a possum to get into and expire in a wastebasket (identified by MR 
as "one of those sharp-nosed animals"). We have an overabundance of insects, flying and otherwise, 
including what look like bumblebees but are apparently "carpenter bees" (excavate their hives in wood). So 
far | haven't gotten stung by one of these, though | almost stepped on one while in my bare feet. 

DOUG: Now I know two people who live in Lafayette! The other is a pscyhologist Dave's working with on 
some guides to understanding emotional expressions. (He and Dave conducted a seminar dealing with his 


work earlier this summer.) 


Valentines day: My wife gives me 
a carnivorous plant! 


Ricketts 


This writing is the product of great coercion 
on the parts of Mary Lynn Skirvin Johnson and 
Audrey Helou. Mary Lynn has been pleading 
with me to get something, anything for PYRO... 
And while reading a copy of APA-Tech that 
Audrey gave to us, I came across an announce- 
ment that “Bob and Connie are back!” 


“Oh, we are?” 
“Yup! you sure are. Write!” 


I haven’t written anything to anyone in 
quite some time. I’ve been really bad about that 
for quite some time. In fact, the last thing that I 
“wrote” to anyone was that change of address 
postcard that I mailed out a short while back. It’s 
also a bit of cheating on my part, as this will ap- 
pear in both APA-Tech and PYRO. I started 
writing this on Valentines day, with bits and 
pieces being added on Memorial day, after 
Tullio and Amy’s wedding, etc... 


eo 


“So, what the hell are you 
doing these days?” 


I am a fairly active Traveller referee and 
have gaming sessions (usually) every Friday 
night. If you are unfamiliar with Traveller, it is 
an SF role playing game set in the far future 
(kinda like a Star War-zian environment). 
Strangely enough, most of the players I know 
from College. 
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by Bob Trembley 
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I am currently employed by a small com- 
puter consulting firm based out of Troy. I am 
specializing in Microsoft Windows program- 
ming and consider myself very good at it. I 
have been programming in Windows for 3.5 
years now. It has “infected” me so much that I 
haven’t written but one DOS based program in 
2.5 years, at home or at work.=Shameless Plug= 
So, if anyone out there needs some work done in 
Windows (that I can do at home) give me a call. 


At home, I am (slowly) writing a couple of 
Traveller referee-helpers that operate under Win- 
dows. There is also a growing stack of program 
ideas that I don’t have time to work on. I can’t 
really talk about what Iam doing at work due to 
some ridiculous litigation that ] am in with my 
previous employer. Suffice it to say that the 
president of said company would not even sign a 
confirmation of employment paper sent to him 
by my mortgage company. Nuf said. 
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Mortgage you say? 


Yes ! We bought a beautiful house in Rose- 
ville. Built in 1960, 1000 sq. ft. ranch with a 
finished basement and 2 car garage. The only 
thing it really needed was a new roof. So 2 days 
before we closed, we put on a new roof so it 
would pass FHA inspection. Connie, myself, 
her two brothers, Eric Jones, John Lussmyer, 
Fred Robinson, Gabe Helou and Gary Gielincki 
worked thru the blistering sun and heat and ate 
pizza and subs after the sun went down. Cheap 


labor. I love this country! And by the way, 
Thanks guys! 


We been living in our new home for 2 
months now, and the kids have more playmates 
now than ever before, and school hasn’t started! 
Amanda Katheryn turns 3 on Aug. 18. Rachel 
Marie is now 6. Unless we start raking in the 
bucks, win the Lotto or rob a bank, soon, we 
probably will not be going for a third... 
=sigh=... IJ won’t bore you with the details, but 
several factors have influenced our decision, not 
to mention that several pieces of maternity cloth- 
ing and baby things were sold in a recent garage 
Sale. 
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“He has a wife, you know?” 


Connie is running a Day Care Home. Occa- 
sionally, when I get home from work, she is 
completely “MaaaaAAAAAM!”-“She’s touch- 
ing me!”’-“PffffTTT!’-“Aaat Ti Klum Ih Geeh 
Coo ice cream’’-““WaaaaaHHHH, Waaaaa- 
AAAAAHHHHHHhhhhh, Ih-huuumm, 
Th-huuumm, o00QHH WHOo0”-“Come here. 
Come Here, Come HERE! 11 sie u3t"> 
“Mommie, Mommie, Mommmmmiceeeee, 
MOMie, Mom, MOM” -ed out. After a particu- 
larly bad day I get, with clenched fists, “The 
kids Are YOURS!” 


She has so many hobbies she doesn’t know 
what to do with herself (or where to put the sup- 
plies). The most lucrative one is sweatshirt 
painting. She has gone to several classes and 
painted some really nice things and actually sold 
a few atcons! They also make inexpensive 
Christmas presents. I think that the neatest ones 
have been the fantasy figures that she has done 
from lineart drawings by Mary Lynn and 
Heather Bruton. Others hobbies include cross- 
stitching, cake decorating, crocheting 
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I recently had Houghton Berzerker reports 
from Gabe and Mary Lynn. I just want all of 
you to know that Lobster is one of my all time 
favorites... =sigh= ... Connie and IJ really 
wanted to go, but were unable to because of my 


parents 50° wedding anniversary party in Flint. 


Does anyone know where I can get a model 
of a Star Wars Imperial Star Destroyer? 


Does anyone know where I can get a copy 
of the really old one frame cartoon of the guy on 
Jupiter holding a Pioneer Plaque with the cap- 
tion: “It says your mother gurgles wheech with 
low life foobs” ? 


Sa GN OH IO 


Bob and Connie can be 
reached at: 


(Our new address) 
25712 Bellaire 
Roseville, MI 48066-3963 


(313) 777-0568 Voice 
(3131 528-9114 FAX 


FidoNet: 
InterNet: 


1:120/183, Royal Joke 
Bob. Trembley@royaljok.fidonet.org 
Lothar@angus.uucp 


second _ 


Gabe & Audrey Helou e 2691 Roundtree Drive Troy, Michigan 48083 


Voice: as 524-3298 © Data: (313) 524-9024 


Another | Month. 


Anothe 


t’s amazing how fast two 

months can go by. It seems like 
it was just a week or so ago that I 
was struggling with an 
uncooperative copy machine, 
attempting to make it duplicate the 
pages of APA, and now here itis, 
time for another round. Last 
month I tried putting the issue 
together at about 6:00 am — this 


proved to be a mistake. Also, I 
“had no idea what I was getting 


myself into. I figured the entire 
process was going to take between 
a half hour and an hour, and 
probably closer to the half. 
Wrong. It took well over two 
hours, what with pages getting 
caught in the copier, the copier not 
accepting certain Settings reliably, 
and troubles laying it out and 
getting the table of contents night. 
This month, what with practice 


_ effects, should go a lot more 


smoothly. 


Returning From 
The Bezerker 


Gabe and I attended the 
Berzerker in Houghton a few days 
ago. Besides forgetting lots of es- 
sentials (the tent’s rain fly, towels, 
dish detergent, matches) and deal- 
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ing with my allergies, I had a 
pretty good time. It was great see- 
ing those members of GT/PFRC 
we don’t often get to sec, and it 
was really nice to.get away from 
Troy. Despite the fact that I am a 
city girl, I must admit that the sce- 
nery is beautiful up there. And it 
was very nice to get away from 
crowded freeways, houses that are 
crammed together, shopping malls 
and all the rest of the things that 
make up the Metro-Detroit area. 


Next time we go up, we are 
going to stay up longer. We were 
there for only three days, so we 
didn’t do a whole lot of non- 
GT/PFRC things. Those who 
were able to go up the weck be- 
fore the Berzerker had the 
Opportunity to do a number of dif- 
ferent things. Most of the South 
Eastern Michigan Gluttony Soci- 
ety went up; some of them biked 
all over the UP, while others sim- 
ply camped, antiqued, and/or 
hunted for copper. The only thing 
Gabe & I did was go to The Jam 
Pot and buy Thimbleberry Jam 
and hike a few feet up Jacob’s 
Creek Falls (where, on my way 
back down, I slipped, fell, and 
skinned my elbow. I am sucha 
klutz!). 


sible 
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SEMI-GLUT 


After mentioning them in the 
previous paragraph, I should ex- 
plain that both Gabe and I belong 
to SEMI-GLUT, the South East- 
em Michigan Gluttony Socicty. 
We gather at the Kasten-Giclincki 
household the first weekend of 
each month to eat, watch vidoes, 
play roll-playing games (less of 
that these days though) and gener- 
ally just hang out together. We’ve 
been doing this for a few years 
now, and I suspect we’ll be doing 
it for several more. 


For those who are wonder- 
ing, members of the South Eastem 
Michigan Gluttony Society 
inlcude: 


- Scott (THX) & Dawn Abfalter 

- Bart Bartholomy 

* Bill & Renee Debs 

¢ Gary Gielincki & Virginia 
Kasten-Gielincki 

- Doug Iversen 

- Eric Johnson (when he ’s in town) 

- Gary and Ann Linley 

- Kevin Nickerson _ 

- Pete & Wendy Richardson 

- Bob & Connie Trembley 

- Bob Wittig 


Reading List 


I haven’t been doing much 
book reading lately. When I get 
heavily into books, I fall behind 
on my magazines and comics; so, 
I’m still trying to catch up from 
two months ago. We collect about 
30 titles (comics). My current fa- 
vorites are Green Arrow, Phil 
Folio’s XX Xenophile, Advanced 
Dungeons & Dragons, (Batman’s) 
Legends of the Dark Knight, and 
Speljammer. Grim Jack is also 
among my top favorites, but unfor- 
tunately it is on hiatus until it 
comes Out in Quarterly (as op- 
posed to monthly) format. 


As far as I’m concermed, 
there isn’t much new going on in 
the comics world. The only new 
title I’ve added in the last year is 
Spelljammer, and I think that is al- 
ready going down hill. I finally 
got around to getting the Over- 
street Price Guide and updated my 
record of what each comic is 
worth. If I were willing to sell my 
collection, and managed to collect 
the Overstreet price, I’d be several 
hundred dollars richer than I was 
when I started collecting. How- 
ever, we don’t plan on selling the 
collection any time soon. The 
Original idea was to collect some- 
thing that was fun to collect, and 
that would have the possibility of 
eaming a good return over time. 
So far, Ihave managed to pick a 
few good titles (and some real 
dogs too). But I have this feeling 
that as I get older I will be less 
and less able to pick them well, 
since my interests and the interests 
of those who determine the popu- 
larity (and thus worth) of comics 
are already starting to diverge. Oh 
well, at least they’re still fun to 
collect! 


One neat new (book-type) 
thing I have been introduced to is 
ar Trek The Next Generati 
Program Guide. The guide was 
put together by Michael L. Brown 
and Timothy W. Lynch. To quote 
from the copyright page: 


This guide has been created 
fro the enjoyment of Star 
Trek fans on the 
USENET and INTERNET 
computer networks. This 
guide cannot be posted on 
BBS type systems. This 
guide is distributed by 
electronic means and can 
only be printed by the 
person receiving it 
electronically. 


The guide is very large — ap- 
proximately 500 single-sided 
pages — and very complete. It 
contains synopses of all the epi- 
sodes broadcast, as well as 
complete cast information, and a 
host of other related information. 
If you have access to USENET 
and/or INTERNET, this is well 
looking for. 


Worldcon, Here We 
Come 


Gabe and I will be attending 
Worldcon in Chicago. We 
bought our memberships two 
years ago, with the thought that a 
worldcon is in the midwest about 
once every ten years or So, sO we 
might as well spend the money 
and go. And, that’s exactly what 
we're doing. Particularly the 
spending money part. Anyway, if 
anyone wishes to look us up at 
Worldcon, we’ll be staying at the 
Swissotel. 


... Wait, ’'m Not Done Yet 


How | Spent My 


Summer Vacation 


I generally don’t take a lot of 
time off from work during the 
summer; vacation days tend to be 
hoarded for use during favorite 
Cons (such as MiniCon or IsherC- 
on). One summer event for which 
I have to take time off 1s the An- 
nual Houghton Berserker. This 
year’s was the 5th such annual 
event and brought together around 
100 people mostly from the ranks 
of General Technics and the Per- 
manent Floating Riot Club. 


Where to I begin to describe 
the weekend? The best form for 
me is the diary. Since Audrey and 
I had both taken Thursday and Fn- 


day off, the extend weekend 
began with Wednesday night. 


Wednesday: Audrey is suf- 
fering from the flu. Not the best 
way to Start a vacation, but maybe 


she’ll be over it by the time we 
leave tomorrow. Such is life. 
Meanwhile we continue to pack 
our camping gear and clothing and 
load it into the car. We plan ona 
early start. I spend a couple hours 
in the kitchen preparing pre-mea- 
sured packets of ingredients for 
cooking at the campground; every- 
thing needed for each meal is 
placed in its own little bundle. 
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Quote of the day: 


“Have a good time this 
weekend; don't get ar- 
rested.” 

—Bob Kerszulis, 


Thursday: The alarm goes 
off at 3:00 am. After a round of 
showers and a quick bite to eat, 
we hit the road at the un-Ghodly 
hour of 3:47 a.m. The trip up is un- 
eventful. Since Audrey is still 
under the influence of influenza, 
we make a number of Stops at 
Michigan’s fine rest areas. We 
also take our time, driving 55 mph 
the whole trip. The only point of 
interest is the Marquette State 
Prison’s prison shop where well- 
behaved inmates are allowed to 
sell the crafts they have produced 
(mostly leather goods). I bought a 
new belt and coin purse. 


We arrive at McLain State 
Park (10 miles beyond Houghton) 
with almost a quarter tank of fuel. 
I forgot to mention we are driving 
the Diesel Dog (an ’87 Mercury 
Lynx that will do zero-to-sixty in 
less than six minutes). The tip 
took almost exactly 12 hours (in- 
cluding frequent visits to rest 
areas, the prison shop, and one 
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visit to a restaurant). Thursday 
evening is given over to seeing 
who is camped where (or staying 
in what motel), visiting and chat- 
ting, and having dinner at The 
Library (a wonderful bar and grill 
renowned for its sandwiches). 
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Quote of the day: 


“How far is the next rest 
area?” 
—Audrey Helou 
Friday: Nothing “official” is 
scheduled until 8:00 p.m. After 
having lunch at the Library with a 
group Of fellow anchovie lovers 
(W. Skeffington Higgins and 
Andy Anda), we spend some time 
day touring old houses in 
Houghton/Hancock/Calumet; Au- 
drey and J are interested in 
Victorian homes. We make use of 
a semi-native guide (Kevin Nicker- 
son, MTU alumni, hacker) and 
continue the relaxed drive with a 
trip up to Brockway Mountain. 


We arrive at the top of the 
mountain just in ime to meet up 
with a small group of GT/PFRC- 
ers about to engage ina 
bio-degradable plane toss. (To 
qualify as a bio-degradable plane, 
it must be constructed of balsa 
wood and Elmer’s blue; if the 
plane needs some weight, it is 
okay to use copper, since the area 
is rich in copper ore.) The wind 
doesn’t cooperate and the planes 
hugged the slope of the mountain, 
falling below the trecs fairly soon. 
I’m told that last year’s planes 
stayed aloft for around 20 minutes 
due to friendly thermals. 


On our way back from the 
mountain, we stop at The Jam Pot, 
a bakery and jelly/jam emporium 
run by the Society of St. John. 
The monks apparently find that 
berry picking is a great opportu- 
nity to a) contemplate things, and 
b) practice self-denial. Having 
picked the berries, they then pro- 
ceed to make some of the best 
jams and jellies around. Unfortu- 
nately, they are out of the object 
of our desire: Thimbleberry Jam. 
They said they’l] have some when 
they opened the next day at 10:00. 
We tell them “We’ll be back” and 
buy a jar of some other jam 
(Dillberry) just to show them we 
were serious (and because it 
sounded good). 


We head back to the camp- 
ground to change for the beach 
party at 8:00 p.m. The party fea- 
tures enough pasties for 120 
people and only about 80 show 
up; we eat well. When we 
couldn’t eat any more (we have 
about 20-25 leftover pasties) and 
itis mostly dark, Guy Wicker be- 
gins to shoot off his home-made 
fireworks. They are most impres- 
Sive. 


After the fireworks, we get 
into Sitting-around-the-bonfire- 
and-talking mode. Guy, like some 
mischievous sprite, throws the oc- 
cassional handful of magnesium 
powder into the fire resulting in 
bright flashes of light followed by 
much cursing. Finally, Guy, my- 
self, and a few others get another 
fire bumning as hot as we can man- 
age and toss six (6) aluminum- 
magnesium alloy aircraft wheels 
on the fire. The fire is not hot 
enough to ignite the wheels, but a 
few hand-fulls of magnesium pow- 
der does the trick. Once one 
wheel caught, Cap’n Al Duester 
douses it with water (which brakes 


down almost immediately into its 
component parts under the ex- 
treme heat) and the other whcels 
are off and buming. The result: 
“Houghton: Land of the Midnight 
Sun.” The beach is lit brighter 
than it had been during the day for 
about a 1/2 mile radius. Anyone 
with sunglasses is wearing them. 
Nobody looks directly at the fire. 
It is a mOst impressive sight. And 
a most impressive Site. 


The magnesium fire burns for 
about 40 minutes and the party 
proceeds to dic down after that. 
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Quote of the day: 


“See that thing that looks 
likd a small log over 
there? It’s almost pure 
magnesium,” 
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Saturday: We get up early 
and prepare to head back to St. 
John’s Abbey and The Jam Pot. It 
seems word of our planned excur- 
sion had gotten around camp and 
we have orders for 10 more jars 
before we leave the campground. 
We get there around 9:30 and they 
have opened already. We spend 
all of the cash we have on hand 
for many jars of thimbleberry jam 
and one enormous cranberry-wal- 
nut muffin (we split the muffin 
and were both stuffed). We retum 
to the camp with the jam and 
make many people quite happy 
(after collecting money from 
them). 


On to the main event: A 
party at the farm of Chuck Wicker 
(Guy’s dad). During most of the 
aftemoon, Tulio Proni shoots off 
his cannon with several experi- 
mental charges. John McEnna 
also sets up a large dynamite-and- 
primacord configuration that 
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results in a display he entitled 
“Baghdad”’. 


Mark Hyde sects up several 
pyrotechnic events. Mark does py- 
rotechnics under a stage name that 
escapes me; his screen credits in- 
clude some of “Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtles” and all of ‘““Preda- 
tor’. His show doesn’t shake the 
ground the way John McEnna’s 
does, but it provides enough sound 
and light to make up for it. 


Guy provides a most impres- 
Sive spread for dinner. He has 
some fricnds pick up dozens of 
ears of corn on their way up from 
Wisconsin as well as many 
pounds of potatoes. These are all 
being cooked in an open pit. The 
main course has been flown in 
from Boston; Federal Express 
shows up with three large cases of 
live lobsters. Guy has set up a 60 
gallon kettle fired up with what 
looks like a large blow-torch. 


After everyone has their fill 
of lobster, Guy still has a dozen or 
So lobsters left. These have to be 
cooked and put in the fridge for 
later so people are invited to come 
up and toss one into the pot. It’s 
kind of a primitive ritual, really. I 
can't help myself; I put on my 
best Nazi accent and taunt one of 
the lobsters accusingly. “So, you 
won't talk, eh? We have ways of 
making you cook!”’ I shriek before 
tossing it into the bubbling 
cauldren. 


The most anticipated event of 
the evening is the full-scale model 
of a Patriot missile. It is powered 
by a solid fuel rocket (I-series) 
and reachs a height of around 120 
fect before it nose-dives toward 
the ground. The parachute 
doesn’t deploy; it wouldn’t have 
made much difference anyway. 


ae 


Mark Hyde follows the Pa- 
triot with several more 
experimental effects, dunng 
which he keeps everybody farther 
away than he had earlier. Rumor 
has it that he is building up to 
something, but Audrey isn’t feel- 
ing well and we end up missing 
the major fireball (it used around 5 
gallons of gasoline, I’m told). 
Witnesses say the amount of light 
was amazing and the concussion 
of the shock wave was most im- 
pressive. 


John McEnna also does an 
after-dinner presentation which re- 
sults in the contents of a small 
pond being moved about 90 feet 
Straight up. 
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Quote of the day: 


“If someone’s going to 
blow up my farm, he has 
to wait for me to get 
where I can See it.” 


— Chuck Wicker 


a. RARER RE ARREARS SERRE EEA RS ORES EROS ORR ERAE REESE ORES ROR Ri 


Sunday: We have breakfast 
at the Soumi Restaurant and Bak- 
ery and hit the road. The trip back 
to Troy featured a tour of more of 
Michigan’s finest rest arcas. 
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Quote of the day: 


“How far is the next rest 
area?” 


— Audrey Helou 
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Changing jobs... 
sort of 


Although nothing official has 
been announced yet, I’! go out on 
a limb and Jet you know what’s 
new in Gabe’s world. I’m trans- 
ferring to another department at 
Ford — Dealer Computer Ser- 
vices. At least I’ve been TOLD 
I’m being transferred. 


I view this as a good thing. 
Ford Motor Company is con- 
cerned primarily with making cars 
(obviously). As a result, people 
that are not directly involved in 
the design or production of cars 
(such as programmers) are treated 
as second-class citizens. It is dis- 
heartening to see how many 
people in the company think the 
terms “programming” and “‘data- 
entry” are the interchangable. 


The area I’m supposed to 
move to, however, produces soft- 
ware for a profit; nobody there 
really cares about cars. Cars exist 
only to provide the world with 
auto dealers who, in tum, buy the 
software from Dealer Computer 
Services. Not a bad outlook on 
life, in comparison. 


An additional benefit, from 
my own highly biased point of 


view, is that this department 
doesn’t work on IBM mainframes 
and thus don’t have to put up with 
idiotic IBM operating systems. In- 
stead, they work in a Un*x 
environment. My new position 
will still require contact with 
COBOL, but I’m told that I should 
be able to get away from that most 
anal-retentive of languages in the 
not-too-distant future. 


Mailing Comments? 


I seem to remember saying 
last time that I planned to do more 
mailing comments. Secing as I’m 
finishing this piece at work and 
don’t any copies of APA-Tech 
around the office, I’ll be skipping 
it again this time. Maybe I should 
read the APA while sitting in front 
of a keyboard. I'll try that and see 
what happens. 
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A few words before the fiction.... 


cic 


| am approaching APA-TECH mainly as a vehi- 
cle for sharing my writing and as a source of 
motivation to produce them. Most of my writing will 
be fiction in the same admittedly narrow range as my 
reading — science fiction and fantasy. Our editor, 
Audrey Helou, however reminds me that it is not all 
that friendly to be a faceless name and that | ought to 
write something else for APA-TECH other than fiction 
work, hence this preface to the story. Reading these 
words before the fiction you can start to formulate 
some idea of who | am, how | think and generally 
what sort of person! am. Or at least what sort of per- 
son | portray myself to be. Everyone has images of 
how they perceive others and although a few para- 
graphs every few months will give you scarce 
amount of building material to formulate an image |! 
would still assume that is a lot better than a simple 
name. 


This story following is another story | have had 
laying around incomplete. Submitting it herein gave 
me an excuse to finish it off. The story does end 
fairly quickly and could probably been used as the 
start of a much larger story but it had laid uncom- 
pleted for over a year and this was a perfect excuse 
to polish it up a bit and finish it off. | don’t think | had 
the motivation to expand it much further than it went. 
My apologies to Audrey in that | know what | turned 
into her was riddled with misspellings and other ec:to- 
rial nightmares. 


The story itself is set in modern times and is a 
tale of the Cthullu Mythos of H.P. Lovecraft. | discov- 
ered Lovecraft in college and began to devour the 
Cthullu stories. | had, in fact, become as obsessed 
in finding more of his writings as some of the charac- 
ters were in the stories themselves. This obsession 
is the core of the story that follows in which | tried to 
write a Cthullu that was set in more identifiable times 
than 1920's. | hope you enjoy it. 
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The Last Words of 
An Unwitting Sorcerer 


Prologue 


| am writing this for uncertain reasons. A warn- 
ing to those who would do as |. A focus to collect my 
thoughts, and let the images and events of the past 


Scott Allen Abfalter 


SS Siti tein a Achar 


- few weeks settle within me. A feeble attempt that 


some part of me still live on after the death which 
stalks me as | write seeks to end my life. 


My name is Daniel Macintyre, | usually go by 
‘Dan’. | ama grad student at Miskatonic University in 
Arkham, Massachusetts. | study Linguistics, a harm- 
less study that has nonetheless become my undoing. 


You will forgive me if | sound mordant. | have 
not quite accepted my fate. In my heart, at least. | 
have never been an overly exuberant person, and 
the stress of the last few weeks have taken their toll 
on my mood. 


| specialized in Indo-Iranian languages, particu- 
larly in Sanskrit. My thesis was on Sanskrit. Nothing 
as grandiose as another interpolation of the origins of 
the language, or a boring essay on syntax and se- 
mantics. Rather, | had managed to convince my 
professors that a suitable translation of a previously 
untranslated ancient Sanskrit work would merit a 
Masters degree. Had | chose another topic, | would 
not have cause to write this. But it is too late, and | 
can do nothing about my fate. 


That is what really burns me, that | am unable to 
do anything to stop that which hunts me now. | have 
been going through fits of frantic behavior, and irratio- 
nal anger. Writing this account will help calm me. 


| have considered suicide, but | have refrained. 
| would like to tell you that | am fighting for life until 
the last second, but | do not wish any falsehood to 
creep into this work. The simple truth is, | am curious 
about the thing which will soon find me. The same 
damned curiosity that got me into this entire unholy 
situation to begin with. | really cannot stand the idea 
of dying before | see the outcome of my actions. So | 
will wait for it to come. 


It. A fitting pronoun. One that fits well. Can you 
imagine a wavy floor. A wavy, undulating floor of 
flesh. Hairy, wet and stinking with the odor of stale 
sweat. A diseased smell that makes you retch. A 
hundred mouths inset in the flesh, with white, sticky 
phlegm spraying out while each babbles in a pained 
human voice? Eyes sprouting on stalks, viewing you 
intensely? 


| would think that you probably can imagine it. 
Sitting comfortably watching the latest John Carpen- 
ter film. 


Can you imagine it for real? 


Can you imagine being forced to run across 
such a horrible floor to escape something that you 
feared worse?. 


Not in this anesthetized world. If you can you 
have been reading too many horror novels. 


You may view this as a work of fiction. | cer- 
tainly would, had | not known what | do now. If you 
think this is fiction, | hope you enjoy it. | hope you 
never have cause to view it as anything other. But if 
you are ever given cause to doubt, heed my warning: 
Stop. Stop whatever you are doing and leave what- 
ever it is that gave you cause for doubt alone. Or 
you may end up a dead man like me. 
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The Miskatonic University is known for it's exten- 
sive collection of rare books and scrolls. At the time | 
Started my Masters research, there were at least a 
good 30 Sanskrit tomes there. Perhaps five of them 
had already been translated, and any one of the re- 
maining would do. 


Thé books are not normally on display in the li- 
brary, being too valuable for public viewing. They, 
along with any other valuable book, are kept in a spe- 
cial Rare Works section of the library, little more than 
a vault in the basement. 


The Sanskrit books were all ona single stand, 
most covered in dust. Sanskrit tomes are not exactly 
at the height of popularity in Campus reading. 


| searched among the leather bound books try- 
ing to find one in reasonable condition. My main 
Criterion was legibility, and the condition of the docu- 
ment. The more fragile ones were too difficult to 
work with. | was trying to decide between the two 
best choices, when | noticed yet another book that 
had fallen behind the shelves, and was wedged up 
against the wall. 


It was a large, leather bound book, covered in 
dust and cobwebs and bearing a large ominous lock. 
| dug it out, blew of f 


f most of the dust, and took a better look at it. 
The cover had ornate Sanskrit writing engraved in 
gold on it. 


‘Necronomicon’ was the title. A Latin word, by 
the sound of it. Not Surprising, considering the rela- 
tionship theorized between Latin and Sanskrit. 
‘Necro’ means dead, ‘nom’ a derivation of the Latin 
word ‘nomos’, meaning ‘region’, and ‘con’ which 
means ‘guide’. Roughly translated ‘The Guide to the 


Regions of the Dead’. The author was one Abcule AI- 
hazarahd. 


| searched behind the shelf fora Key. It was 
there, rendered almost unusable from dust and cob- 
webs. The pair must have lay behind the shelf for 
years, decades perhaps. | cleaned the key in my 
Shirt, and tried it in the ancient lock. It was rough, but 
the key worked. | opened the book carefully, fearing 
to harm the possibly delicate pages. 


The book was in very good condition, owing it’s 
Vitality, | would imagine, to the thick leather covering. 
The script was well drawn, obviously the work of a 
master scribe. | wondered whom this Alhazarahd 
was. 


| decided that this was the work | would trans- 
late. Not only from curiosity, but it happened to fit my 
Selection criteria better than all the other works. The 
Guide to the Region of the Dead. It was in this way 
that the Necronomicon piqued my interest. 


| took the book to the head librarian, and pre- 
pared myself for the deluge of forms one needed to 
fill out in order to check out a book of this works 
worth. The Librarian was pleased, as he had no 
record of the book and was quite happy that | found it. 


| went straight home from the library, eager to 
begin my thesis work. Within weeks it would be 
Steady routine, but | am always grasped by an excite- 
ment at the beginning of any big project. 


| was also still curious to find out exactly what 
this book was. Perhaps a book on mummification, or 
anatomy. Region could refer to body regions. | 
knew that if it were fiction, that it would raise quite a 
Stir in literary circles, due to it’s age. Allin all | was 


Just Curious to find out what kind of book needs a 
large iron lock on it. 


| lived in a house near Campus. It was owned 
by an old professor whom owned several houses 
nearby and rented them to students for additional! in- 
come. His rent was fair, and the house was in 
decent shape. It gave me more room than living in 
an apartment or dormitory, and was much more 
quiet. | had one room set Up exclusively for the the- 
Sis project. | had everything | needed to begin the 
translation. 


At first the work was slow. My Sanskrit was not 
on a doctorate par, being only my graduate field of 
concentration. | spent more time in the beginning 
looking up references than doing actual translation. 
The author of the book identified himself as an arabic 
monk, and claimed to be a sorcerer, The book, he 


told, was supposed to be a guide to dealing with the 
dead and supernatural. 


| assumed he was a shaman of some sort. Per- 
haps a death cult, like the Thuggi. | was almost 
nervous reading his work, as if | were reading some- 
thing | was not meant to see. The subject matter 
certainly enough to make one uneasy. | swear that if 
someone would have entered my house unan- 
nounced, | would have slammed the book shut and 
hid it. It made no sense at the time, this fear, but | 
felt it nonetheless. 


The writing was frantic, sometimes delving off 
into wild tangents in mid sentence. It was prose with 
a poetic quality to it. Alhazarahd ranted, like a mad- 
man screaming at his keepers while in an asylum in 
a fury at their disbelief. His writing carried an inten- 
sity, even through translation. | cursed the fact it was 
written in Sanskrit, as | wanted more and more to 
read faster. The work was utterly absorbing. 


Alhazarahd spoke of strange things, great being 
who traveled space and time. Being terrible and mali- 
cious, amoral and full of an incomprehensible power. 
The names of these beings, demigods, were at once 
strange yet familiar; C’thullu, Yog-Soggoth, 
Nyrlapoptep. 


| read on, translating at a furiously slow rate, 
throughout the night. Alhazarhad had a vastly differ- 
ent view of reality than most. Space was an image of 
time impressed on our physical plane. Earth was in- 
significant, and mankind even more so. The words 
of the madman were fantastical yet persuasively be- 
lievable for all their claims. He showed no 
inconsistencies in his logic, or his accounts. The 
mind that dreamed this was incredible. 


| faintly remember working past dawn. | must 
have fell asleep at one point in the morning thereaf- 
ter. | slept into the afternoon, and would have 
probably slept into the evening had it not been fora 
visit by my best friend Kevin Anderson. | woke to his 
knock at the door. 


Kevin was the only person | knew in college that 
| could truly call my friend, everyone else was only an 
acquaintance. Kevin was taller than | and in a lot bet- 
ter shape. He was blond, and was the typical 
All-American Youth. He had a view on life that let 
him laugh at anything, while | tended to be quietly 
cynical. Kevin even found humor in that. | shall miss 
Kevin. 


“Well, you sure look like hell,” he said, smiling 
as he walked in. “Rough night?” 


“Yeah,” | answered. “Give me a few minutes to 
wake up.” 


Kevin walked past me and flopped onto the 
couch. He picked up the remote and turned on MTV. 
“No problem,” he said. “You know | only come here 
for cable anyway.” 


“Thanks,” | said, mildly sarcastic. “You want 
breakfast?” 


“| already had lunch,” he replied. “You really 
MUST have had a rough night.” 


“Yeah, well, | didn't get to sleep ‘til this morning. 
Let me get some new cloths.” | went into the bed- 
room to change to something a little fresher. 


As | came out of my bedroom, Kevin called from 
inside my workroom. “Hey Dan! What's with the 
book with the lock on it?” | stopped for a second, 
halfway between anger and frustration. | wished he 
would not have went into the room. 
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“Careful,” | cautioned him. “That book cost 
more than a years tuition.” 


He held the book with slightly more care, turning 
it over, and looking at the writing on the cover. “What 
is it? 


“My thesis,” | replied. “Sanskrit. I'm doing a 
translation. It's called ‘The Necronomicon’. Means 
‘The Guide to the Regions of the Dead’.” 


“Cool,” replied Kevin. Anything even mildly inter- 
esting to Kevin was deemed cool’. “I didn’t think 
they wrote horror books back then.” 


“They didn't,” | said. “I guess it’s a religious text, 
of sorts. It's, well, it’s just a strange book. | think the 
author was crazy, literally.” 


“Well, hey. It’s a Masters, So it doesn’t matter 
what it says.” He put down the book and an inner 
tension lifted from me. Then he picked up the transla- 
tion. “Mind if | read it?” 


My first reaction was to say no, but somehow a 
faint ‘sure’ escaped my lips. | was never really very 
good at telling people ‘no’, and beside that | really 
had no real reason for denying him. He sat down to 
read and | told him | needed to get some food in me. 


Kevin sat and read, and | went into the kitchen 
and made an omelette. He was very amused by the 
translation, evident from the various noises and com- 
ments he made. He had finished what | had 
translated about the same time that | had finished 
breakfast. 


“Pretty cool,” he proclaimed, “but not something 
| would want to read at night. Don’t work on it too 
late, Dan, or the Boogie Man might get you.” He 
made a strange face at me, accompanied by some 
Strangled gargling noises, followed by a burst of 
laughter. | was mildly annoyed. Most of the time 
Kevin raised my spirits, but today he was getting on 
my nerves. 


We decided to spend the afternoon watching a 
comedy at the local movie theater. Kevin loved it, 
but | was in a somber mood. | had decided, at the 
time, that it was from getting too much sleep. 


After the movie, Kevin dropped me off at the my 
house. | was not in the house for ten minutes before 
my dark mood lifted. It dawned on me that the rea- 
son that | was so frustrated was that | was anxious to 
get back to Alhazarhd'’s strange work. | ate a quick 
dinner, and set back down for the evening to resume 
work on the translation. 


| found the entire work fascinating. The author's 
intensity, the frightening consistency of the crazed 
monk's incredible claims of the outrageous beings 
and events that he described. There were refer- 
ences to strong magic; a pit wherein lie the spawn of 
something nameless described as “the black goat in 
the woods with a thousand young”, the mountains of 
Tibet where many of the Old Ones slumbered deep 
within the Earth, an island off the coast of Africa near 
which the great C’Thuulu itself slept deep within the 
coastal waters. 


Detailed in the book were fantastic rituals to 
summon, dispel, control or simply augury with many 
of these strange beings. There was described a pro- 
cess wherein a man could transform himself into sort 
of a living mummy, not dead by any standards, but 
not quite living either. There was an incantation 
where the speaker would exchange part of his soul 
for a greater power, along with a dire warning to only 
do so in times of utmost need. | found myself mum- 
bling the incantation aloud, and stopped midway as if 
| were afraid of finishing it. The sorcerous powers de- 
tailed were fantastic, and utterly unbelievable, yet the 
processes detailed on how to obtain such power was 
given in a matter-of-fact tone, with a dignified air of 
seriousness. 


| stopped the translation after a few hours when 
| head a car pull up in my driveway, lights briefly illu- 
minating my living room dimming when the driver 
turned his car off. | went to the window, looking out- 
Side to see who it was, but did not recognize the car. 
The person looked vaguely familiar, but not recogniz- 
able in the dark. | met the man at the doorway. 


| was very surprised to see the face of anold 
professor of mine, Doctor Harris. He taught a philos- 
ophy course of mine two years hence. 


“Good evening, Mr. Macintyre,” he said, “May | 
come in?” 


“Of course,” | replied. For the life of me, | could 
not imagine why he was visiting me. 


“This is rather unexpected, Doctor. May | take 
your coat?” 


“No thank you, Daniel, | do not think I'll be stay- 
ing long. | am sorry if | am intruding, but | had heard 
your name come up on conversation with Mr. Phil- 
lips, the University Librarian. You have apparently 
found something of a lost treasure, a Sanskrit docu- 
ment if memory serves. | myself have a certain 
interest in these things and was wondering if | could 
see it.” 


“Not quite a document,” | replied, “but more of a 
tome.” | was a little hesitant to show him the 
Necronomicon, and suddenly | grew very cautious. 
Doctor Harris taught philosophy, not linguistics. 
What possible interest could he have? An interest 
Strong enough to merit an unexpected visit on a stu- 
dent he had not seen for two hears. | wondered how 
he even knew where | lived. 


As | mused the doctor had already spotted my 
workroom and had walked to the doorway. He stiff- 
ened visibly as he laid eyes on the Necronomicon. 


“Doctor Harris?” | asked. “Why the sudden inter- 
est in my work?” 


He all but ignored me, staring at the open pages 
of the book. “The Necronomicon.” he pronounced in 
a low voice. There was no way he could have seen 
the title. 


“Yes, Doctor.” | replied. | gave him the transla- 
tion of the title. He did not respond, and | was getting 
very uncomfortable. 


“It was wedged between a wall and shelf in the 
archives. It was apparently lost.” | continued, hoping 
to elicit some sort of response. 


After a few seconds he turned. As he made eye 
contact he seemed to relax. He approached Slowly 
hands in front of him, fingers lightly touching tips to 
tips, as if unsure on exactly how to phrase a thought. 


“Daniel,” he began, his voice full of gentle per- 
Suasion, “you must trust me. You do not wish to 
work on that book any further. You have uncovered 
something that by all rights should have been de- 


stroyed fifty years ago. | implore you, destroy the 
book. | shall take full responsibility.” 


“Destroy it? How can you even suggest that?” | 
asked. | was at once confused and angry at the sug- 
gestion. To destroy a rare book such as that is crime 
enough, add to that the peculiar sense of possession 
| felt for the book and | felt instantly antagonistic. 


Jaws clenched, eyes opening wide he closed 
the remaining distance in the room between us. 
Holding his hands palm up toward me he warned 
“Daniel Macintyre, you Know not the consequences 
of your actions. That is a foul book, and evil one. It 
is, in the very literal sense of the word, an abomina- 
tion. You must believe me, and you must destroy it!” 


“Evil? How can a book be evil?” | asked. “You 
yourself, in class two years ago hypothesized that 
there ‘was no such thing as evil, only sickness.’ | 
have put two weeks of work into this already and | 
am certainly not going to give up work. It was lucky 
enough for me to find a book in such good condition 
as this to begin with and there is no way | am going 
to stop my thesis, much less destroy a valuable piece 
of University property.” 


Suddenly he lashed out and grabbed my shirt 
collar. “You fool!” he exclaimed, “There is evil —no 
matter what drivel went on in a paltry classroom dis- 
cussion! The book is foul. It should never have been 
written and it should certainly not be suffered to 
exist!” He let go, and spun back to face my work- 
room. 


“| will destroy it myself!” he said, stalking to my 
workroom. 


| felt a surge of adrenalin and rushed to stop 
him. Doctor Harris was a robust man in his younger 
years, but his a man of his age was no match to 
someone as young as |. | grabbed the shoulder of 
his coat and spun him about. 


“Out!” | screamed, voice wavery. “Get out of my 
house!” 


Our eyes locked, and | met the most intense 
gaze | had ever witnessed. | swear that if he had the 
power to kill me right then he would have. | stood my 
ground, but was suddenly very afraid. 


He literally ripped his gaze away from me and 
strode to the door. 


“You are a fool, Macintyre!” he cried. “A stupid, 
vain and ignorant fool. Someday you will curse the 
gods that you did not listen to me today!” 


At the time | did not know how entirely true that 
would turn out to be. “Be that as it may, Doctor, ” | re- 
plied. “I reserve the right to decide for myself what is 
foolish and what is not.” 


He opened the door and then took a deep 
breath. “May | ask you one question?” he asked me. 


“What?” 


“Do you believe what you are reading in that 
book?” 


lt was at best an unexpected question. | replied 
honestly. “I do not Know. | do not think that | do.” 


“Good,” he replied. “Then perhaps there is still 
hope for your soul.” 


With that enigmatic remark, he walked out. The 
door closed slowly behind him. It was five minutes 
before | moved a muscle. 
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The visit of Doctor Harris bothered me for days. 
lt was a harsh slap of reality in the almost dreamlike 
curiosity and fascination of the past two weeks. 


| remember after the doctor left, going back to 
my study. The book lay open. Next to it a haphaz- 
ard pile of translated text. Scattered in no particular 
order was dozens of pages of notes. There was an 
art to the amazing array of Postlt notes left on almost 
any flat surface within arms reach of the chair. All 
over the desk, floor and shelves were the remnants 
of pizza boxes, soft drink cans and accumulated 
trash. 


It was rather a shock, as | habitually kept my 
study area perfectly organized. The frantic pace | 
had been working on the translation left no room for 
organization. The sheer volume of what | had trans- 
lated already was even a shock to me. | had not 
realized until that moment how utterly absorbed | had 
been. 


Slowly, almost timidly, | went into the study and 
began to clean and organize. Afterwards | ate a 
large meal and went straight to my bedroom, collaps- 
ing into sleep almost the minute | fell to the bed. 


When | awoke | felt better than | had at any time 
during the past two weeks. | was rested, focused 
and full of energy. As | dressed | contemplated the 
past two weeks, my strange behavior and Doctor 
Harris’s visit. 


| had a nagging doubt that perhaps the Doctor 
was right, but every time the doubt crept up | quelled 


it. Rationally | knew he was wrong. | was a little wor- 
ried about the doctor, he had always struck me as a 
very rational and unemotional man and the scene the 
night before was very unusual. But then again, | did 
not really know him. 


| decided to continue my work, despite his warn- 
ings. Getting back to work was very uplifting. | was 
beginning to note Alhazarahds style and was getting 
comfortable with it. The work was encompassing but 
not frantic as before. After a few hours | was ina 
very good mood. | 


| was working on a section regarding 
Nyarlathotep, apparently some sort of cosmic go-for 
of the Old Gods that Alhazarahd kept speaking of. It 
was speaking of the care to be taken with this particu- 
lar being, as no known abdjural could send the thing 
back were it to become displeased with it’s sum- 
moner. | was interrupted by the door opening. 


| turned, half expecting to see Doctor Harris and 
Saw Kevin walk in. : 


“Don't you knock?” | asked. 


He raised one eyebrow and looked at me. “For 
you?” he asked. “What do you think, you live here or 
something?” He flopped onto the couch. Miracu- 
lously, he did not grab for the cable controls, as he 
almost invariably did. 


“What are you up to, anyway?” he asked. “l 
haven't heard from you for a week.” 


“Just working,” | said, gesturing to the piles on 
my desk. 


“| guess,” he said, suitably impressed with the 
ream of notes | had already taken. Kevin's theory on 
school was the ‘path of least resistance’. “You | 
Know, all moldy books and no play makes Daniel a 
dull boy. A pale one, too, if you don't get out in the 
sun a little.” 


“Yeah,” | replied. “I guess | have been a little 
gung ho on this.” 


“SO what are we doing today?” 


“We?” | asked. “l was going to work on my the- 
sis. What are you going to do?” 


“No, no. You’re going to put that thing away. 
You seemed a little whacked out the last time | saw 
yOu, and you are going to have to get out of this 
place for a little while.” 


| took a deep breath. He was right, | was pretty 
haggard then. | decided to tell him about Doctor 


Harris's visit, and of his violent warnings. Kevin lis- 
tened carefully. 


When | was done, he shook his head. “I 
dunno,” he said. “Maybe you are scooping him ona 
paper or something, and he’s pissed?” 


“That can't be it, there is only one copy of the 
book and this is it. Before | found it no one knew it 
was there, so he can't have been deciding to work on 
ite 


“Well, what do you think?” 


“Well,” | began, “Do you think he might be 
right?” Thinking back to the intensity that the book 
had drawn me into during the past few weeks, | was 
almost ready to give credence to Doctor Harris. “| 
mean, you really don’t know what it is like working on 
this thing, Kevin. | mean, | forgot everything else. 
And the thing makes sense, for all of it's fantastic 
claims it kind of makes sense. And | can't stop think- 
ing about it, it's compulsive!” 


Kevin laughed nervously, then stopped himself. 
“Dan,” he said. “It’s a book, you can’t take all of that 
Stuff seriously.” He saw the serious expression on 
my face, then walked over to me. 


“Look”, he said. “What is it talking about now?” 


| told him about the ritual to summon 
Nyarlathotep. 


“Perfect!” he exclaimed. “How much detail does 
it go into?” 


“It's just like a recipe” | told him. 


“Well that’s even better.” Kevin was getting ex- 
cited now. 


“Look, | can prove that the entire thing is a load 
of crap.” 


“How?” | asked, honestly curious. 


“Well”, he said, a big grin on his face. “We'll 
summon the damned thing. If it doesn’t work, then 
we know that this guy is full of it.” 


“What if it does work?” | asked. 


“Well then, | guess we won't have an awtul lot of 
time to worry about it, huh? From what you told me 
before about these creatures we'll be dead!” 
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We set up the basement for the ritual of sum- 
moning. It seemed ridiculous, but Kevin was very 


adamant about the entire thing. He made a son of 
game out of the event. He tried his best to interpret 
the instructions exactly. “We can't have you saying | 
did something wrong when this thing doesn't work.” 
he explained. 


There was a lot of preparation for the ritual. We 
used black cloth and duct tape to seal off all of the 
windows and doors so that not a single ray of sun- 
light could enter the room. The ritual called for nine 
large candles, both tall and broad, to be placed ina 
circle with a fifty handspan diameter. Each candle 
was to be set in a brass bowl filled with blood. The 
blood was obtained from a slaughterhouse not too far 
away under the false pretense that we were going to 
make blood pudding. We worked by the light of an 
electric lantern —there were no lights in the base- 
ment and the lighting of the candles was detailed in 
the ritual. 


We laid from each of the nine candles lines of 
tar to the other eight. Upon the heated tar we sprin- 
kled a sulphur based mixture. In the center of the 
pattern a dot of tar a hands breadth wide was placed, 
and again doused with the sulphurous mixture. 


To each bowl a drop of the summoners blood 
was to be added. This made me nervous, because 
of the evil overtones to the entire ritual that already 
existed. Kevin laughed at my hesitation, and rea- 
soned that since he had a few quarts of blood 
‘already, nine drops could not really hurt him. On the 
supposition that both of us were the summoners and 
that his blood was just as valid as mine, he added a 
drop to each bowl. 


| had my translation of the Necronomicon placed 
on a crude table made of four milk crates and a piece 
of plywood. When we were ready, | had Kevin light 
the first candle. As the candle flared to light, | spoke 
the first incantation “N’rhyley G’Broagfran cie 
Harrala.” The words did not translate to english, so | 
translated them phonetically as | would a proper 
name —in the case that there was any intrinsic pho- 
netic quality to the words themselves. We were to 
then wait the space of 30 heartbeats and repeat the 
entire performance for the rest of the candles. 


After this point there was supposed to be a man 
kneeling at the first candle lit, cupping his hands 
around the flame as if to protect it from wind, and 
staring intently at the flame using it as a focal point to 
clear his mind. As | was the one reading the invoca- 
tions, Kevin had this duty. |, as my role as the 
conjurer, was supposed to stand directly opposite 
him and read a chant, six lines long, seven times. 
Between each reading | was to wait the space of ten 
heartbeats. By the end of the readings the ritual 


would be complete and Nyatlathotep would stand be- 
fore me. There was a very strong warning in the 
description of the ritual that during the reading, no 
matter what the consequences, | would not break out 
of the chant nor discontinue the ritual for fear of 
death. This gave me a nagging doubt, and | almost 
asked Kevin to forget the entire things. But! did not 
wish to give him an excuse to completely discount 
the strange feelings | had been having. | must con- 
fess, also, that | was frankly curious and wanted to 
see the results of the ritual. | began the chant. 


The first reading marked a shift in mood. Noth- 
ing concrete happened that | can remember exactly, 
but as soon as | began my low baritone chant some- 
thing subtle, just on the outside of my perceptions, 
seemed to shift. Kevin, | believe, felt the change too. 
He muttered something | could not hear. 


The second reading began the first of a series of 
stranger and stranger events. At the end of the sec- 
ond reading each of the candles suddenly grew 
much brighter. My first thought was that a draft was 
in the room, but all was sealed shut. My second 
thought was that the flame had reached the pools of 
wax atop each candle and | was almost ready to ac- 
cept that until | realized that the candles were not all 
lit simultaneously and would not have all grown 
brighter in unison. | had only ten seconds to think 
about it, and had to begin the third reading before | 
was able to figure out exactly what happened. 


As the third reading went by the room grew un- 
comfortably hot. There was a hellish feeling in the air 
and the hair atop my head stood on end. | knew in 
my heart at this point that | was doing something that 
was fundamentally wrong. A voice in my head 
screamed for me to stop. Kevin was silent and 
stared at the flickering candle with a consuming 
singlemindedness. 


The fourth reading came close to forcing me to 
end the ritual because of the sheer unexpectedness 
of what happened then. There was a hissing sound 
of something catching fire as | read the last word of 
the fourth reading. | looked up to see the entire tar 
and sulphur pattern catching flame. None of the can- 
dies had fallen and Kevin was kneeling motionless, 
apparently unaware that something had even hap- 
pened. | was convinced at this time that 
Alhazarhad’s insane assertions were absolutely true. 
What was | about to do? | was summoning one of 
these unearthly creatures to stand before me! | was 
going to stop the ritual, ready to leave the basement 
right then and there and go upstairs to follow the ad- 
vice of Doctor Harris and destroy the evil tome | had 
uncovered. Then a thought surfaced, cutting through 
the confusion | was feeling like a razor. | could not 
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Stop the ritual. Once begun the conjurer could not 
Stop lest he face certain death. | had to continue. 


The fifth reading was a horror. Kevin, unmov- 
ing, let out a crying moan, “No.” Almost a pathetic 
denial. His voice was weak and quavered like a tear- 
ful child's. He had not moved, yet his face was a 
picture of terror. “Dan...please...” he whined. | could 
not do anything. | was afraid, in fear of stopping. 


The sixth reading was unspeakable. | was cold, 
shaking with fear. | Knew | had to continue, but 
wanted to stop so desperately. | considered stopping 
the chant and facing death, to save Kevin from facing 
the thing | was summoning. But to stop reading was 
to never know what would happen, and my curiosity 
spelled my doom. Kevin was gibbering and whining 
but was still unmoving, as still as a statue. 


As | finished the sixth reading the fire of the can- 
dies and tar blew out, save for the one that 
apparently was keeping Kevin enthralled. There was 
a Dright flash, blinding me for a second. My eyes ad- 
justed to the sudden dark and | noticed that the 
pattern burned into the ground had acquired a green- 
ish glow. Kevin was silent now, his face locked ina 
terrified expression. | realized with surprise that he 
did not appear to be breathing. 


| do not remember even performing the final 
reading, but | must have finished it. The green glow 
faded and by the flickering light of the final candle | 
Saw a hideous transformation. The floor where the 
pattern lay lost it’s texture and became for a second 
milky smooth. It began to undulate akin to that of a 
large breathing torso. | began to se faces in the floor 
—at first | had thought they were faces.A mass of 
eyes in the floor, in a glistening yellow liquid. Mouths 
with rotting black teeth and leprous decaying gums 
were Set in the moving floor. In them phlegm cov- 
ered tongues writhed about like worms froma freshly 
uncovered rock. 


This was all set in a whitish blue-veined skin 
gleaming with a thick layer of sweat, bristling with 
Sharp thick hairs. The rank order of sweat mixes with 
the stink of the burning sulphur. 


Centered in this unearthly mess was a gigantic 
thick lipped mouth, toothless with biack decaying 
gums. The mass shook and each mouth made a 
maddening scream like young children in mortal pain. 


| watched as a large hand came out of the 
mouth and grabbed one of the lips. It was a huge 
hand, nearly a foot wide in the palm. The nails were 
translucent, long and sharp. It was followed by a sec- 
ond hand. what pulled itself out was almost 


impossible to describe but | shall do the best | can. | 
am shaking as | write with the memory of what | saw 
then. 


It had to have been nine feet tall had it been 
able to stand up to it's full height. Utterly black, com- 
pletely from head to toe —an awful liquid ebony. It 
was shaped humanoid. It had muscles where a 
human would not have them and an odd form, giving 
it an alien look in body shape alone. It was appar- 
ently sexless, lacking even secondary sex 
characteristics. Even without them it exuded male- 
ness. Brute, sadistic and malign maleness. It lacked 
any hair at all. It's head was, as best | can describe, 
an inverted pyramid. The beast is difficult to describe 
as my perceptions at the time brought me images 
that defied reality. The thing was angular and 
seemed to almost right on the verge of changing 
shape. It’s eyes were two massive matte black or- 
gans set deep within furrowed sockets. It had no 
nose or anything similar and breathed though it’s 
mouth. The mouth itself looked like something had 
sliced open it’s jaw with a serrated knife. It crouched 
low, looked to the heavens and let loose a roar. 


Kevin was still frozen and staring at the flame. 
He seemed utterly aware that anything had hap- 
pened although he was still locked in his terrified 
expression. | screamed “Kevin!” trying to shake him 
from his trance, but he remained still. 


Nyarlopotep reached his large hand and placed 
it atop Kevin's skull. The creature squeezed and a 
hideous crack resounded throughout the basement. 
Kevin's skull had imploded from the pressure and 
sprayed blood for yards. Blood, brain and flecks of 
bone dripped from the hand of the beast. A green 
glow, similar to the one from within the ritual, en- 
cased the things hand and trailed to Kevin's crushed 
head. The creature smiled and writhed for a second 
in what | took to be ecstacy. 


| stood there, still in shock, and the creature 
turned it’s awful countenance to me. I stood as still 
as Kevin had been, paralyzed by terror. | trembled 
as | felt my insignificance next to this great and awtul 
being. 


He spoke to me in a rasping tone, full of tones 
no human throat could home to produce. It sounded 
like rocks being ground together. | understood him 
Clearly however, as the voice was accompanied by a 
clear voice in my own thoughts. 


“At last!" he exclaimed. “A sorcerer come to 
bring me back to this rich plane! What service is re- 
quired of me, O great mage?” He stooped low, face 
less than a yard from mine, and awaited my answer. 


All | could do was shake my jaw in a semblance 
of speech, and stagger backwards. | shook my 
head, as if to deny what | was seeing. 


“| see”, the netherworld beast said. “You know 
not what you do. You have Alhazarahds book —! 
see it in your mind.” His rock like eyes pushed fur- 
ther out from their furrows as he approached me. 
“And you do not, then, know the spell of binding!” 


He reached his great, gore covered claw to- 
wards me and my mind raced. Bind him. Binding. 
Spell to bind him. | had read it the day before. 


In times of extreme danger the human body as 
well as the human mind is capable of great feats. My 
mind is one that in duress | think very clearly. The 
memory of the sanskrit page flashed in my minds 
eyes. Translations that had been done furiously in 
the past weeks were almost automatic. | cried aloud 
the incantation of binding: “Q’olka m’balla kahir ke cie 
I'dashia!” 


Nyarlopotep cried out and staggered back. He 
regained his balance and lunched at me. | screamed 
and cringed for no man could claim bravery with such 
a sight before him. But he never reached me. He 
struck an unseen barrier. He stood, flailing at the in- 
visible wall. 


| “You are a dead man, Daniel Thomas Macl- 
ntyre! | know your name. | know your thoughts! | 


thetic and insignificant planet. | will break this feeble 

_barrier soon enough and when | get to you, worm, | 
will tear out your heart and eat it in front of you and 
fuel your life force with that of your friend so that you 
will be alive to see it!” 


| knew | had but one chance. Run. Now. The 
answer to my plight was in Alhazarahds book, some- 
where. | just needed time to find it. | looked at the 
hideous floor, still undulating and crying out. | ran 
across that terrible floor, my feet sipping in the sweat 
and blood. Mouths snapping at me keeping me off 
balance. | leapt over Kevin’s decapitated form and 
ran up the stairs three at a time. 


| stopped only to grab my keys. Outside my 
neighborhood was filled with people coming out of 
their houses to see what was happening. | was only 
concerned for my life. | got into the car, and thrust it 
into reverse, floored the gas and fishtailed into the 
street. There was a loud explosion from within the 
house as glass shattered end flew from my home. 
By the time | reached the end of the street | saw 
flames licking out from the windows of the house. | 
drove hard and fast, into the country along a high- 


can follow your mental signature anywhere on this pa- 


way. | drove until | ran out of gas. Then | walked. | 
remember finding a motel but do not even remember 
walking up to it. | also remember opening the door, 
and | do remember collapsing. 


tse ke ee * 


| sit here now, in the motel room, trying to finish 
my account before the beast finds me. | cannot say 
when he will reach me. Today, tomorrow. Weeks or 
minutes. But | know he will find me and | have do 
doubt as to my fate. The Necronomicon, my only 
source of knowledge, my only hope of stopping this 
demon, is gone. It along with my notes burned to 
ashes in the flame of my burning home. It is too late 
for me to change the course of events that have 
ended my life. But perhaps this account, this warn- 
ing, will serve someone else. There is magic in the 
world. Or at least things so far beyond us that we 
call them magic. And there are things from other 
realms beside our physical universe that are more ter- 
rible than you can imagine. Remember, if you ever 
find a source of forbidden knowledge: destroy it. De- 
stroy it without hesitation and without study. Destroy 
it left the knowledge therein destroy you. Remember 
the fate of Daniel Macintyre and Kevin Anderson. 
May God have pity on my soul. Goodbye. 


ee 


ay 


